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| can't put up with this shit," says Axl. 

"One more time | say, and it happens two." 

He shoots up. 

"My band is breaking up, me and my wife are breaking up, and my mind is breaking up." 
He shoots up. 

"Damnit, | need some company," 


He shoots up. 


"Fuck!" 

He throws his syringe against the wall, shattering it. 
"Axl, you're onl" Says the manager. 

"Fine." Replied Axl. 

He shoots up. 


And onto the stage he goes. 


The Concert 
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"Let's get this shit overwith," Said Axl. 

"God damnit Ax, quit being an asshole. We're performing. Enjoy it while you can" Slash responded. 
"Fuck you." 

"You wish." 


Just as Axl was about to make another jab at slash, they were 


on-stage. The audience erupted in excitement. 

"| didn't sign up for this shit," Axl mumbled to himself. 

"You didn't sign up for anything, dumbass." Slash replied. 

Axl wondered to himself why Slash always tried to start shit. 

The audience stopped. They were waiting on him. 

Axl picked up the mic. "Y'all motherfuckers ready?" he screamed. 

The audience started cheering again. 

Slash started playing. Slowly, everyone else got in sync. 

Huh. They were playing ‘Don't cry’. Axl almost laughed out loud, he expected a more high-octane song. 
Shit, he needs to sing. 


“Alright, here goes," Axl thought to himself. 


Trippin’ 
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And so he sang. 

"Talk to me softly- There's something in your eyes.. Hangjn' ya' head in sorrow.. and please don't cry... 


Right after those lines, he felt the blood rush from his head. He didn't know exactly to where, he just knew it 


wasn't in his head. 
"Don't you cry, Tonight" 
He threw up. 


Before he could even process what just happened, he blacked out. 


ER 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy! 


*Beep* 
*Beep* 
*Beep* 
*Beep* 


"Doctor, he's awake." 

"The fuck?" 

"Don't worry son, you are in the hospital." 
"What the hell happened?" 

"We believe you had a heroin overdose." 
"Who are you?" 

"Doctor Micheal Orisson 

Axl scanned his surroundings. 

"What the fuck was that beeping?" 
Orisson pointed at something. 

It was a heart monitor. 

"Well, where are my bandmates?" 

"Right here." said Slash. 

Axl's head jerked over to the right. The crew was all there. Steven, Izzy, Duff, Slash... All of ‘em. 


"You stupid fucker.” said Slash. 
"You stupid fuck." 


Never again 
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"What the fuck was that?" Slash asked. 

"Im sorry, god damnit! Alot's going on" Axl replied 

"Look man, you can't be putting yourself at risk like this just because you're having a tantrum." Slash said. 
Axl slapped Slash. 

"You motherfucking piece of shit,” Said Slash. 

Slash hit Axl with a hard uppercut. 

"Guys, calm the fuck down! We're in the god-damned hospital parking lot" Steven said. 

"How convinient.” Axl replied. 

Axl throwed a haymaker into Slash's stomach. 

Right before Slash could tear Axl apart, Izzy and Steven pulled them away from each-other. 
"Fuck this," Axl said. "l'm going home." 

"Axl, come the fuck on" Said Izzy. 


"No," Axl said. "I'm goin’ home. 


Why? I 
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"Why do | fuck everything up?" 

He shoots up. 

"Just had an overdose, and here | am, shooting up." 
Axl reaches for the syringe, but stops himself before he picks it up. 
"No." 

"Not again" 

"Never again" 

He jerks his hand away. 

Axl begins to cry. 

"GOD DAMNIT!" 

Axl takes a glass vase and shatters it against a wall 
"Why?" 

He curls up in his bed and shuts his eyes. 

"Why?".. 


And with that, he falls asleep. 


Sorry. 
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‘lm sorry! 

Axl wakes up. "The fuck?" 

"| said, I'm sorry." 

Axl looks up, and there he is. 

Slash. 

"No. Get the fuck out" Said Axl. 

"Ax, c'mon. We've been friends forever. Don't let a little fistfight come between you and me." Slash replied. 
Axl sighed, poured a shot of vodka, and sat up. 

"Fine." 

"Let's talk this out." 

Slash flashed a smile. "I knew you'd be reasonable for once." 
‘lm sorry." Said Axl. 

"Me too." Said Slash. 

Axl stood up. 

"Cmon," Slash said. "We have a gig" 

Axl smiled. "Alright." 

"Friends?" Slash asked. 


"Friends." Axl replied. 


Slash threw a hard punch to Axl's face. 
Before Axl could react, Slash pulled Axl in for a hug. 


"Still friends." Axl said. 


"Alright, let's get a move on. The guys are waiting for you outside." 


"Let's do this." Axl replied. 


